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they realise themselves. It is another question how often they make mistakes; how often they let themselves be yoked to the enemy's chariot, or, like a blind horse at the draw-well., to the windlass of a well in which there is no water left.
Men of Good Will! A benediction from of old set out to winnow them from the crowd and claim their allegiance. May they once more, one of these days, be reassembled by " good tidings " ! May they find a sure means of recognising one another, to the end that this world, of which they are the merit and the salt, may not perish I